One day at the beginning of June the summons came. There had been some sly manoeuvring among the correspondents over the matter of trailers to carry our belongings. My party was among the lucky ones. We had a trailer to throw everything in, and set off for Anzio again, tense with excitement, full of hope. The journey was remarkable only for a collision with an American truck which came to a sudden halt on crowded Highway Seven. A notch in my shinbone today is a relic of this encounter. At the time everybody was permitted to voice a grievance except me. My leg was not broken, so what? Nobody else was injured, except perhaps the two drivers, who seemed to consider that their professional pride was hurt.
We disembarked at the sea-front building in Anzio's High Street which had served as a Press headquarters. Vaughan Thomas, red-faced and effervescent, was there in the basement room where he had been the life and soul of the party at all times. We all pow-wowed over prospects. There were the usual rumours, alarums and excursions, about our plans for entering Rome. Some thought entry was imminent; others that it would take another week. The enemy forces, extended in a great sixty miles arc, were reeling back, harassed incessantly by the allied air forces. Vclletri and Valmontone were ours, but fanatics of the First German Parachute Division were holding out in pockets of the Alban Hills. We slept uneasily on camp beds in the Press headquarters and then were off again at dawn, with uncertain plans, leaving the bulk of our kit at Anzio.
Anxiety neurosis affected us all, I suppose, in greater or less degree. Who was going to be first into Rome? That was the question uppermost in our minds. I cannot think of anything that mattered less to the general newspaper reader or the war effort. It was infantile but it was Our Game. We took it with the deadly seriousness of Olympic athletes. The trouble was that we did not know what track we would be racing on. Track Seven ran through the Alban Hills, where the going was apparently not good. Would Track Six be the best way? There was no starter's gun; only the stopper's gun. The first prize was a "lead story." Theini.ther had been working for sixteen hours lifting minese had done the right thing.ers, scorched and withered palms stilld hig
